is ugly, a painful reminder of more than casual poverty in a wealthy
nation.
The housing shortage created by the war, and the pressure oj^
groups of returned soldiers, has brought about some rebuilding of
the sordid tenement areas. The old Gas-house district on the East
Side is being torn down. A group of buildings, to be known as Peter
Cooper Village, now occupies the territory. Co-operative housing
projects will transform some of the Lower East Side of Manhattan.
Slowly, New York's residential problem is being solved, though not
at the rate of industrial and traffic construction.
in
New York is a city of perspectives. They are as clearly visualized
as is the miniature Palladian theatre at Vicenza. In the clear atmo-
sphere and brilliant light the distances are as sharp as the foreground.
The streets in the business sections, and even in some residential
areas, are straight tunnels beneath mountainous buildings. With
their metal kerbs and tarmac or concrete surfaces, they reverberate
with a noise that is unlike that of any other city. The sidewalk on
Park Avenue at any point within several blocks of Grand Central
Station is constantly vibrating sympathetically with the trains moving
underground from the railroad station. The whole city quivers with
a universal vibration, and it has been said that "even inanimate
objects of art, in hushed museums, move slowly across their shelves
in the course of the year". The apartment blocks are often made of
Manitoba marble or Portland cement, though, functionally, with the
Bessemer steel process, these walls are superfluous. Wood is for-
bidden, even for decoration.
Throughout the day, the same group of buildings are transformed
by the varied effects of light. The shadow thrown from one skyscraper
on to another has the sharp quality of the steel hidden beneath the
marble casing. It is stortHngly dramatic. Some of the East Side
streets resemble paintings of the early Di Chirico period, with the
long line of tenements in perspective and the strange shapes and
colour of the buildings themselves producing a curious melancholy.
In winter there is so much static electricity charging the air that
sudden contact with the door-handle or telephone creates a flash.
As you stoop to smell a lily a spark will emanate from its pistil.
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